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Sent Away 
by orphan account 


Summary 


Penelope goes too far this time and the duke decides to take action. 
He sends her to a prison that will forever change the course of her life. 


She will forever hate them for what they did to her - both her so called family and the guards 
at the prison. 


Notes 


This was inspired by the movie Sleepers and people's tales about their experiences on youth 
camps and reformatories. English isn't my first language and so there might be errors. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


It was after Penelope’s coming of age ceremony and consequently Yvonne’s arrival that her 
behavior had worsened. She had gone from the known mad dog of Eckhart to reaching a 
whole new level of malice and wickedness. Her family felt helpless while watching one 
daughter terrorizing the other. And it goes without saying that they had an especially soft spot 
for their blood relative, despite their several attempts at denying those accusations. 


The duke found himself troubled with what to do. He knew that removing the problem from 
the equation would be the best choice, and by problem he meant his adoptive daughter, or 
what he wished to think he was talking about: her temperament. He thought long and hard 
about what to do to help them both if possible, how could he tame his wild daughter and 
make sure she behaved. Was there a medicine? Maybe some herbal teas? Anything would do. 
As long as she went back to being the shy, little, and precious girl he had met all those years 
ago at that old, worn-out and shabby house of hers. 


Thankfully, or at least so it seemed at that time, his pondering was soon stopped and met with 
a solution by his old friend’s son, now Marquis Winter Berdandi. He came in one day 
looking, at that time, like an enlightened angel, fallen right from the sky, just to solve his 
problems. What he was suggesting was outrageous, might as well cause his daughter to 
forever hold a grudge against him and cut all contact after, but she needed to have some sense 
knocked into her, she had gone too far this time. A stricter hand was needed, one to hold her 
leash harder and stronger than he ever could, and the Marquis had assured him that this 
solution, though extreme and somewhat heartless, would be safe but also fitting. 


Penelope had shown no reason for her misdeeds, stating that her actions had been justifiable 
and out of pure provocation on Yvonne’s end. She had accused Yvonne of numerous acts 
everybody new were a product born of the rabid dog’s jealousy. Her torment and tantrums 
were rising in severity, going from pulling at not only Yvone’s hair but also the maids and 
anybody who would cross her, to actually committing a crime and poisoning her. She had 
been on death’s door for days, nobody could tell for sure what the outcome would be, nobody 
dared giving the duke false hope only to be crushed by the unsteadiness of his daughter’s 
body constitution. He had been madder and harsher than he had ever been on Penelope, 
cussing her out, saying things he would regret once he calmed down, and even for a moment 
wishing he had never even met her. Amidst the heat of the moment, he had ordered for her to 
be locked up. He hadn’t bother specifying where, but he had made it clear by his tone that he 
wasn’t referring to her room. Guards dragged her to the dungeons like one would with a 
lunatic killer. They striped away any little respect she still had in the servants’ eyes by 
practically parading her around the manor, in front of everyone so they all knew that the 
name Eckart would be permanently taken away from her. 


She was left on that cell for what felt like an eternity, reflecting on the atrocity she had done. 
It downed on her far too late that she could’ve killed Yvonne, even though her intention was 
to pay her back just a little of the suffering she had endured. It wasn’t meant to display like 
this, she wasn’t supposed to almost die. She wasn’t supposed to make her family worry like 
they did because of her momentarily loss of all reason. She had to apologize, even if the duke 
never expressed intention on taking back what he had said about regretting adopting her, even 
if those words accompanied her till her dying breath, she wouldn’t care. She was in the 
wrong and her family deserved better because they were all she had, she couldn’t afford to 
lose them. 


Hearing the footsteps approaching definitely wasn’t something she was expecting. Nobody 
had wanted to look at her for all the time her imprisonment had lasted, only leaving trays of 
food during the night to avoid direct contact with her. She stood up fast and her face lit up 
when she saw her father, wearing a gentler expression and looking calmer and more 
collected. 


“Penelope.” He said pausing and collecting his thoughts. “Are you aware of what you’ve 
done?” 


“Your grace, please I’m incredibly regretful of what I’ve done. Please tell me Yvonne is okay, 
I swear I didn’t mean for all this to happen. I’m sorry.” She said in between sobs and 
whimpers. 


His gaze softened even further but he stood his ground. 


“Yvonne is alive, barely.” Her shoulders loosened, probably because of the relief that washed 
over her. “You are lucky she survived, but I cannot overlook this as I have during the past.” 
Another pause followed, clearly he was preparing himself to be utterly cast aside by Penelope 
once this was over. “Clearly my methods of raising you have done nothing but spoiled and 
given way for your character to get this amoral.” He had to force himself to find somewhere 
in the cell other that his daughter’s eyes to look at, otherwise the words would not leave his 
mouth. “The crime you’ve committed will not go unpunished, you will be sent to a 
reformatory for young offenders. You will stay there until they deemed you fit for society 
once again.” 


Penelope’s face was filled with emotions of sadness and fear. As better as it was to be sent to 
a prison than to face the usual death sentence for attempting against a noble, he still was 
abandoning her. Leaving her defenseless against whatever awaited her there, with other 
criminals. 


“A-ah wait, your grace. Please don’t send me there.” Her teary eyes giving away the facade 
of bravery she was trying to pull. 


“Tt is not meant to be torture, Penelope. It’s a chance for you to reflect on your actions and 
evaluate what you want your feature to look like. That place has been recommended to me by 
someone I deeply trust. Your needs will be met and you will be cared for.” With that he 
walked away, without sparing her a single last glance. 


That would be the last time he saw her before her return from the reformatory. And just as 
he’d predicted, their relationship would be forever severed. The only difference there is to 
mention about his assumptions is that he would play a major role in their severed bond once 
she came back. 


It was the next morning that she was sent away, her family couldn’t be bothered to see her off 
and say their goodbyes. They wouldn’t be seeing her for at least a few months but that wasn’t 
motive enough after what she had done, at least the brothers weren’t even sure if they had it 
in them to ever forgive her. 


Penelope’s carriage took off and rode for hours and hours, taking every path leading to an 
even more deserted landscape at every turn, like they wanted to remove her from civilization, 
away from prying eyes just so she wouldn’t embarrass them any longer. 


It was a two-day ride by carriage, meaning she would be found and caught should she ever 
attempt to escape and probably punished as well since this new prison was far away and 
detached from the world, there would be no way for her family to reach and save her. 


She let her guard down when she finally got to the place, it looked more like an academic 
institute rather than a reformatory. The place was well kept, there were both male and female 
guards and the only bars she could see where on the entrance and the windows. For just a 
little while Penelope thought her father was yet again being lenient on her despite still being 
hurt for having to be here. 


A short orientation was provided, just the basics of what the rules entailed. Penelope 
followed behind the guard, so many years being disrespected in the duke’s mansion having to 
walk behind someone beneath her made her sensible enough to swallow her pride and keep 
her mouth shut. Her cell — or more like the room she would be staying at — wasn’t as sinister 
and deplorable as she had first imagined. She was provided with a room to herself, a bed and 


even a window to pass time whenever she was kept locked in here. She saw a patio outside, 
the voice of young men and women reaching her room, indicating they were authorized a 
certain amount of time for recreation. 


/ Clack! 


Penelope heard the sound of the thick metal door closing behind her. The raucous sound 
startling her and making her head to abruptly turn around and see the source of the 
disruption. A tall, haggard and frightening man was watching her through the hatch on the 
door that opened and closed from the outside. Her heart started beating, “why” she couldn’t 
say, it was something more instinctual than reasoning, she only knew that she’d be better off 
as far away as she could from him. But then, almost as if he’d sensed what was machinating 
in her head, he opened his mouth, exposing his crooked yellow teeth and talked. 


“Get changed.” — he said gesturing with a tilt of his head to the bed next to her. 


Penelope glanced over to where he was indicating, black pants and a matching sleeved shirt. 
She wasn’t planning on getting on the guards’ bad side, that’s why she didn’t even let her 
brow twitch at the sight and the pungent smell of the cloths she was supposed to wear. What 
did bother her was the guard not moving from where he stood. He was still there. Watching. 
Those dead crow-like eyes staring beyond her, not looking at her as a person, rather... 


Oh god! She should stop with that morbid way of thinking. This was a place her father had 
personally picked to send her away just for a little while, he wouldn’t put her in danger’s way 
just for being angry. 


The guard licked his teeth, parting his chipped lips with his disgusting, sluggish tongue. 
Shivers were sent down her spine, making the hair in her whole body tense up. Then he said 
again. 


“Get changed.” — His tone now more relaxed, like he was stating an obvious fact. Like it was 
just normal to ask a lady to undress in front of an unknown man. 


“Uhm in front of you?” — She was expecting a laugh, a blushed face, stuttering words, 
anything, anything to let her know that the man didn’t mean something else with those words 
and just wasn’t accustomed to female prisoners. 


He scoffed — “Yeah.” — He dragged his words, again, like what he was saying made complete 
sense. 


Penelope felt the strength leave her body, she felt like fainting. Just what was awaiting her 
here? 


Then the clank of the doorknob brought her back from her trance. He paused. Handle halfway 
turned. 


“T could help you” — He scanned her over with his eyes one more time. - If you wanted me 
to.” 


Her shaking hands unconsciously went for the buttons on the hem of her dress, undoing 
them. Her sweat-filled face, white as a ghost and depicting what seemed to be what the guard 
was looking for all along. His expression, on the other hand, was that of pure pleasure. He 
could practically get off only watching her strip and changing into her new prisoner attire. 


“T’ll see you around, kid.” — His voice deep, trying to sound seductive. 


With the hatch now closed and in the comfort of the solitude she was in, she let herself 
tumble to the ground and stay there until she was able to collect herself and face the reality 
she’d be facing for the next few months. And just as she’d feared that first night, hell awaited 
her with every morning, afternoon and night, torment would chase her through every room, 
every meal and every corner of this damned prison. She had tried to fool herself with wishful 
thinking, had tried to convince herself that that had been an isolated issue, that she had 
nothing to fear, but she had been briskly proven wrong just the next morning. 


A loud bang on the door awakened her from her slumber and she was informed breakfast was 
served and that she was to get herself ready and be there in less than five minutes. With an 
adrenaline that overtook her, she swiftly got out of the bed and put on her clothes. Apparently 
it wasn’t only her who was afraid of the consequences here because across the long hall full 
of the cells locking the other criminals, the sounds of them rapidly rustling in unison to get 
ready could be heard. 


The dining hall was spacious enough for all of the prisoners here. They were eating like wild 
animals, some of them looked like they had been starved for days, others seemed like they 
could use the food but were unable to take a bite from the look on their faces. Penelope 
observed them well, she took in as much as she could. The ones that weren’t eating their 
foods were probably thugs that usually took food from others, seeming as they weren’t as 
desperate to stuff their mouths with their breakfast. The ones with scrawnier bodies and weak 
complexions must be the ones that get their food stolen from. And the last type of look 
Penelope couldn’t quite decipher was the one on some of the girls and boys. Though it was 
few of those hollow and disoriented looks, she couldn’t put her finger on why they looked 
like that when the morning had just started. It did register her mind that all of them shared a 
similarity, they all had pretty faces. Be it the boys or the girls, they were petite and cute. Of 
course, that pattern only fit with the other puzzle pieces once she as well was forced into 
having that same dazed gaze for the rest of her days. Those eyes that at the time she couldn’t 
tell what it was they were looking at — or through —; the second night she spent at the prison 
she understood it. Once they were released and allowed to go back to their former lives, it 
wouldn’t matter their efforts, or how hard they’d try to forget, a part of their minds will 
always be stuck reliving those nights the guards visited them. 


But that was a fate yet to fall on her. Soon, not even twenty hours away from now, Penelope’s 
first shaping moment would come; during the night of this same very day. And the breakfast 
was no walk on the park either. The amount of prisoners, hungry and greedy for the scarce 
food they were provided stocked up their plates with as much as they could, leaving less and 
less for everyone behind. Penelope had eaten worse; she didn’t like bringing those memories 
back or let it show on her face that disgusting food was nothing new to her. So she took the 
food she was given and eyed the room for a seat to take. In her daze and with her mind on the 
different looks these kids had, she bumped into a man, probably of her age. The man’s gaze 
swiftly morphed into one of annoyance after scanning who had disrupted him, spilling 
splatters on his clothes. 


“Oho.” — He whistled — “Tf it isn’t the princess.” 


Some of his goons tagged along, started snickering and towering over her. 


“Well? How do you like your company? Are we enough for royalty like yourself?” 


The kid clearly had some pent-up resentment towards those living better lives than him. One 
would think that seeing as both of them grew up in the same impoverished conditions, that 


they would see eye to eye. But curiously enough, nobility never let themselves forget about 
Penelope’s origins and the common folk always seemed to forget she was once one of them. 
She was utterly stuck in a limbo, never truly belonging to a demographic, never having 
someone pity her or stand up for her. 


Penelope didn’t — or couldn’t — muster up a single word to defend herself. She froze. But as 
usual, she was misunderstood. They took that as her ignoring them. The fury in this man’s 
eyes made her shudder and when he lifted his arm to strike down she closed her eyes, 
awaiting the blow. But the only thing that fell to the ground was her tray of food. He had 
smacked her food so hard and fast she hadn’t even noticed until she heard the clanking sound. 


She stared at what had been her breakfast not that long ago but was now a filthy mix of mass- 
produced bland food and the dirt from the floor she doubted they even cleaned properly. It 
suited well the place, she thought. A sight that would revolt your stomach and make you look 
away. It wasn’t worth it. She was going to let it go, apologize even, but move on. Only, at this 
place you didn’t decide what you’d do, what you’d say or when you’d talk; here you obeyed. 


Loud bangs were heard. A baton was being hit against the tables in a way that called 
everyone’s attention in the split of a second. The loud room became frighteningly quiet and 
denser. Everyone’s move was calculated, trying not to move a single inch from where they 
stood, as if they wanted to go unperceived by this guard. The same guard that made Penelope 
almost nude herself in front of him. Even this guy who had just been tormenting her, who 
was of no small build, and looked like he could handle himself seemed to be scared shitless 
of him. 


“Second day here and you are already causing trouble, young miss?” The man said standing 
next to her sliding and resting his arm across her shoulder. 


Penelope looked away, not wanting that rancid odor the man carried with himself anywhere 
near her nose. 


“Doesn’t it remind you an awful lot like what your first day looked like here, pretty boy?” He 
asked the guy that had been trying to start a ruckus. 


He stayed quiet. Bored, the guard turned to Penelope. 


“Oh, yeah. Back then discipline made him reevaluate his behavior.” After a small pause he 
grabbed Penelope by her hair and jerked her head up and got closer to her face. “Clean that” 
he ordered with an angry whisper in his tone, almost clenching his jaw. 


He let go of Penelope and when she turned, probably to get the cleaning supplies, she was 
stopped. 


“And where do you think you’re going?” 


“You told me to clean it.” 


He paused and the said, “Yeah, yeah.” He scratched his brow with aloofness, almost irritated. 
And then he punched her right in her gut, sending her straight to the floor with her mouth 
gaping desperate to gather some air to fill her lungs. “Clean that with your mouth, kid.” 
Again that tone of apparentness, like she was the weird one out, like this is just how the 
world operated. His calmness made her think she was losing her mind. 


He crutched down while she was still trying to recover, not even the slightest bit worried 
about her state right now or who even was watching this play out. All she could think; all she 
could feel was imminent death if she didn’t regulate her breathing. 


With a hand now on her head he had full power over her life, if he wanted to make her 
suffocate with the waste food on the ground he could. His hand slowly started imposing 
more and more pressure on her head, slowly bringing her down until she caved in. With a 
shaking hand she reached for one of the pieces of bread of various colors, be it the mold that 
was building up or whatever it picked up on the ground. Regardless, it was now on her hand 
and there was only one place left for it. She closed her eyes, she figured that’d be the easiest 
way for her to forget. If the miscellanea of smells on that dining room would haunt her even 
in her nightmares, if the scars she’d get would forever stick with her until her heart was no 
longer pumping, then the least she could do was saving herself from the images; that was all 
she could do to protect herself, that’s how far her autonomy went at that prison, the only 
thing she could control was the flutter of her eyelids. 


She kept eating until she was ordered to stop. She stayed on the ground, kneeling like an 
animal until everybody else left. At some point, she isn’t even sure when, the guard left too. 
So she stood up to go behind the kitchen counter and found a rug to correctly clean what was 


left. She did so in silence, not allowing a single thought to form in her head, just so one day 
she could pretend this never happened. 


And then sooner rather than later, that night she heard a knock on her cell door. The person 
knocked three times, in a rhythmic way, like they were taunting her. The dangling of keys 
could be heard and every other person locked in that same hallway could tell what it meant, 
everyone but Penelope, for now at least. And then the door slowly crept open. And then the 
door closed. It wasn’t always the same guard and it wasn’t always the same victim. No one 
ever spoke about it the next morning when they saw the kids that had been defiled by those 
monsters eating and chatting happily, they all collectively agreed to ignore and pretend. Even 
though not everyone had been through that, it was only the pretty kids, no one dared bring it 
up. Even though not even the thick walls separating each cell from one another could hide 
their muffled screams, sometimes so loud that even from across the hall was difficult to 
conciliate some sleep. 


Just like that second day there had been countless others, all of them were tortured in 
numerous creative ways, but some became repetitive. There was a certain unbreakable 
distance between the prisoners, they could sympathize with each other and the ones who 
went through similar things would have a different bond, but deep down everyone was 
awaiting the day they would leave and pretend this place didn’t exist. The only ones who 
would truly understand what this hell was like were those living in it, nobody else would, the 
world wouldn’t get it. So they wouldn’t tell it to them, or at least the majority thought that 
way. 


It took months for her family to send her a carriage and a letter by the court attesting she had 
served her sentence. Needless to say Penelope was ecstatic, and the guards irritated. They 
didn’t like it when it was time for their favorite prisoners to be let go, so they made sure to 
give them a farewell party they’d never forget, they would take extra care of them the night 
before they left so they’d never forget this place. Penelope was no exception, after all, she 
was the favorite of quite a handful of guards. Most people were surprised she remained sane 
for so long, of course it wasn’t the first time someone received so much attention from the 
guards, before her it was the pretty boy who had tried to start trouble with her on her second 
day, but it was the first time a noble went through that. 


Penelope can’t say she remembers how the carriage ride was, she had been too occupied 
sleeping in those comfortable seats of the duke’s carriage and too relieved to be going home 
to notice the two-day trip. It concerned her how sometimes time would seem like it bended 
its rules for her, how with the blink of an eye she’d go from staring at the break of dawn to 
the view of the setting sun. 


Her clothes were clean; they didn’t look out of place or unkempt. Nobody could say anything 
about her appearance; although their looks said plenty about her presence back at the duchy. 
She paid them no mind, she had a place to be, a place she needed to be. All those years 
fearing the duke and not daring to accuse the servants, all those years dreading the 
consequences of speaking up didn’t even come close to comparing with the torment she faced 
at that place. She was adamant to expose them and free anyone of having to go through that. 


But that was easier said than done. She hadn’t seen the duke since he sent her there, hadn’t 
seen him since she almost killed his long lost daughter. And once she was in front of him, 
demanding his time, she cowered. She had to speak, but her legs were threatening to fail her 
and make her fall on her knees. 


Somehow, she isn’t even sure how, she managed to have him hear her out and they were now 
sitting in his office drinking tea while he waited for her to start and state her business with 
him. 


She took a deep breath. 


"That place should be shut down" she managed to get out. "They were- t-the things they did 
to us, well tha- the prison should shut down" she stumbled but continued. She was short of 
breath, her thoughts were running faster than what her heart could bear, the punishments she 
endured there still fresh and vivid on her mind. 


"Have you reflected on what you've done?" His tone was leveled and emotionless. 


She froze, not sure of what she had been expecting, but regardless she still ended 
disappointed, still processing her father's words. 


"You were sent there because you almost killed your sister." 


"A-and I've reflected. I'm so incredibly sorry for what I've caused, but you have to hear me 
out. Please!" Her whole face reflected the urgency in her words so the duke caved in. 


"I'll hear you out, but don't think you've earned anyone's forgiveness yet. Specially not until 
you’ve apologized to your sister." 


She took in a small shaky breath, gave a short nod in understanding and started. 


"The- the guards there" she was breathing heavy again. It took her by surprise. She had 
thought she'd had it all under control but then her body betrayed her. "They tortured us-" 


Her father sighed and interrupted "They are supposed to be a little harsh and discipline unruly 
children like yourself." 


"Ah no. N-no. No, that's not what I meant. They" she took another deep breath "would often 
uh beat us with their batons f-for no reason." 


The duke remained quiet. 


"And also, they'd make us go days without food or water. And more." 


He sighed again. "And more? What else, Penelope?" 


She paled. "Much more." She wanted to keep going but even after her brain scoured and 
scoured her memories she fell unable to muster a single other example, from the many there 
had been. 


"Like what?" 


"Like" she paused, she truly couldn't think of a single other example. "Beating us is already 
bad enough. Why are you questioning me?" She was flustered, couldn't believe she was being 
questioned. 


"I understand that you are upset for being sent away, but be careful of the lies you tell. Those 
innocent guards don't deserve to lose their jobs for being caught up in your petty revenge." 


"I-innocent? They aren't innocent. They really did do all those things. Please! You have to 
believe me. We have to report them to the police." 


"Don't get the police involved in this. Accept that it was your own actions that got you there 
and learn from It." 


Her mouth hung agape, her eyes as wide as the could go, she didn't believe what she was 
hearing. All those months fantasizing about her father rescuing her like he once had when he 
adopted her. All those nights she dreamt about her father breaking hell loose once he found 
out what they did to her. All that time believing in him just to be brought back to the time she 
was accused of stealing. 


Tears wouldn't fall no matter how hard she wanted them to. So she did what her body had 
become used to, she got on her knees and groveled on the ground, to her father's surprise. 


"Just what -?" 


"Please call the police and I won't bother you anymore, I'm begging you." Her voice cracked. 


The duke didn't understand the sight in front of him. His proud daughter was on her knees 
begging? An Eckhart on the ground was unthinkable. He sighed and decided to resign, he 
couldn't stand that sight and gave in. 


"T'll call them to take your statement so stand up." 


"Thank you, your grace." Penelope stood up, reveling her face became devoid of all emotion. 


She went to her room, wondering if the comfort of solitude would enable her the cry. The 
walk there felt like a distant dream, deep down she feared that a part of her mind was making 
this all up, just to protect her from the reality of the prison. It felt surreal that she was 
surrounded by so much luxury once again when so many nights she went to bed with an 
empty stomach, her hunger so bad she considered biting off one of her fingers. She 
distinctively remembers thinking the mice running on the corridors could be a last resort. She 
felt sick to her stomach realizing that she only needed to be pushed a little further for mice to 
actually constitute one of her meals. 


On her way there she run into her brother Reynolds, who had also saved her more times than 
she could count in her delusions. Her big brother coming for a visit and noticing her bruises, 
her haggard face and her underweight body. He would notice and make a scandal, maybe 
even throw a few punches. He would bring her back home and protect her like she had so 
many times wished for anybody to do. But those long months of longing them, the warmth of 
a family, it all shattered within the very same day she came back and encountered them all. 


"You should've spent the rest of your life rotting in there." He said as he passed by her, and 
then kept going. 


That almost did it, that almost got her to cry, but she couldn't do it. So she kept walking, she 
needed to let her feelings out, she had done it up until her last night at the prison - no, 
especially that night - so why couldn't she now? 


She entered her room and for the first time in six years she felt like she was the only thing out 
of place there, like she would soil anything she touched. She hated thinking like this again, 
all those years of feeling like she was less than the pebbles on the side of the road coming 
back to her. She hated It, but that's how she felt; undeserving. 


She let herself fall down on her bed and she stayed there for days, unable to find the strength 
needed to even lift a finger. The only thing that could pull her out was the need to empty her 
bladder, after that not even the food could make her do an effort to shift from her position. 


Her maid saw this and started to test her luck, just how much pain could she inflict on her 
before she tried to pull her arm away from her grasp? She wanted to find that out, she wanted 
to provoke and punish her for what she did to the real lady, and seeing as the wild dog had 
been somewhat tamed, this was the perfect opportunity. 


For days Emily pierced and pierced and pierced her forearms but Penelope barely felt it, she 
had felt much much worse. She didn't find It in her the strength to even protest. And when 
she thought she would eventually die here on this bed, the butler came into her room, not 
even bothering to do those formality knocks he used to do. 


"The police wish to speak to lady Penelope." 


A sudden strength overtook her body and drove her to sprint out of her bed. Finally, this 
nightmare would be over once they were sent to trial. Her family would believe her and 
they'd hug her and apologize. They won't be able to stay mad at her anymore! Everything 
would be alright now. Everything. 


Penelope went to the guest conference area, a space for someone like her, Reynolds and 
Yvonne who didn't have their separate office for meetings. These two police officers, dressed 
in uniform, didn’t seem too friendly. One of them, more veteran-looking, and the other a 
fresh out of the academy officer. She welcomed them and they started with the interrogation. 


"Your father tells us that you want to press charges against the prison you were sent to 
because they..." 


"They abused me, yes." She said with a nod. 


They were a little thrown aback by her tone, like she was telling a story that wasn't her own. 
They couldn't have known but it sounded nothing like the first time she told the duke about it. 
Of course she had been expecting this moment since her first days at that horrible hell, so she 
had practiced to make sure the message would get across. 


"And how exactly were you abused, miss?" 


She didn't like that tone. 


"Well they starved us for no good reason and they beat us-" 


"So you’re saying that there are good reasons to leave someone starving?" 


Just what was this guy saying? Was he trying to provoke her? What did that matter? She was 
trying to give them a report, there was no need to be difficult with her. 


"I'm saying that whatever they felt they could do to us they did." 


They looked at each other for a second, one tapped his pen on his notebook, gathering his 
thoughts. 


"Do you -" he stalled, dragging his words "have any scars that could prove it?" 


"Ah- no. They didn't leave any scars but-" 


They kept glancing at each other. "Miss, I'll be honest with you, your father thinks you're 
lying. That this is just a way to get to him and quite frankly you've given me no reason to 
doubt that." 


"If you don't have any proof" the other guy intervened "there's not much we can do. It would 
be just your word against theirs". 


"Doesn't my statement count? Others will vouch for me. I'm not the only one who went 
through that" she was desperate, they had to be on her side. They were her only option. 


"You are not the first person to be sent to that prison and serve time. Somebody else would 
have reported it already." 


"N-no, that - maybe they just didn't think they could win in court or maybe they couldn't 
afford it. Just take my statement and I'll get others to come forward." 


One of the guys seemed like he was about to protest, but the older officer stopped him and let 
Penelope keep going. 


"Alright then, miss. Tell us more." 


"Okay, so um the guards would yell at us and hit us with their batons whenever they felt like 
it. And on summer they'd take us to the patio and- ah no- they'd make us put on many layers 
of clothes first and then they'd take us to the roof-" 


One of the officers intercepted. "Sorry, I thought you said they'd take you to the patio, now 
you were on the roof?" 


"Well they'd take us both places." 


"Right. Go on." 


She felt dizzy, they weren't believing her and they were her only hope. Her head was light; 
like she wasn’t really present there. 


"They'd take us there and leave us to the scorching sun until we passed out. And on the 
winters they'd take us to freezers and leave us nak- I mean half naked for hours." 


"They would leave you naked for hours on a freezer in the winter?" 
"Half naked." Penelope said twiddling with her thumbs and keeping her gaze on the ground. 
"Miss, you'd be dead before an hour went by in those conditions." 


"And some people did die!" She had forgotten until she said it. 


Yeah, some- no- a lot of them died. 


"Then we definitely would have heard of it." 

"They covered it up! They would say that they died of pneumonia" 
"Did they lock you in that freezer as well?" 

"Yes." 

"So how come you didn't die?" 


"They were more careful with nobles" she rushed to defend herself against the implied 
accusations. 


"Right." The he scribbled something on his notebook. 


"They um also took us to a room every once in a while and they'd leave us there f-for hours 
or it might've been days." 


"Man! They sure gave you an intense tour of their establishment" the younger officer joked 
and Penelope looked beat, at the limit of her exhaustion. 


The older police-man seemed annoyed with the youngster's methods but he agreed with his 
words, as crude as they were. 


"Would they lock you there for days or hours?" 


"I- um- i-it might've been days but I can't say for sure." 
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"Right. Miss, let me read you the notes I've taken so far. “They might've’, “they probably”, 
you're not sure about the time you spent locked, and on top of that there are no scars on your 
body. Overall it looks like you just made this all up." 


"N-no! I didn't. I know what happened, and I know others will -" 


"Yes, I understand miss, but do you think there is the slightest chance you might've made this 
up or exaggerated some details?" 


And to that she truly had lost all words. What was there to say? She was already a liar, she'd 
always been one and always will be one. 


"I mean, think about it, do you remember things clearly? Or do they feel hazy like an old 
dream?" He wasn't condescending, he was kind and spoke softly. Penelope liked that, it 
almost made her not want to contradict him. Thinking about it, wouldn't it be better if it truly 
had just been a dream? What was so good about telling the world of the things she'd endured. 
Even if she had proof, if this is how her family was reacting to her she didn't want to think 
about what others would say. 


"I gue- I- I'm sorry, I'm not sure." 
"So, you are saying that they might not even had happened?" 


"Uh-I-I" seeing as her words refused to leave her throat she resigned and gave up with an 
exasperated sigh. 


"I think we're done here" said the younger officer. 


They left and Penelope felt a wave of utter defeat wash over her. They had pushed her to say 
something she didn't believe. It had only been a short meeting, a short interaction but she was 
left tired enough to sleep for days. 


And she did. She refused to leave her bed unless strictly necessary, she didn’t have it in her to 
do something other than sleep. 


Her only source to the outside world were the newspaper her maid brought along her bland 
breakfasts. Only boring news, nothing to do with her, nothing about what she had said to the 
police. She was about to throw it out when a face caught her attention. Way on the 
background of one of the pictures, a blurry yet distinct face showed up. That pretty boy that 
had tried to stir up trouble with her but inevitably grew closer once they knew they both 
suffered under the same hands at night. He might listen to her, he might admit it too. She had 
to find him. 


Hope filled her again, the feeling of happiness and relief were known to her once again. She 
could still prove it, she only needed one more person to attest to her words. She was ecstatic, 
she run once the carriage left her at the familiar scene of the newspaper. She ran and ran and 
ran. 


“Sorry. I can’t help you with that.” 


Her world collapsed. It was okay, she was used to that feeling by now. 


““W- uh wha-t do you mean by tha-“ 
“I MEAN that I’ve moved on. You should too. Now could you go? I have work to do.” 
“Aren’t you frustrated? Why would you not help me put them behind bars?” 


“ARE YOU DENSE?! Can’t you see that won’t change a damned thing? Someone would’ve 
brought it up already if it was so easy. Maybe you’ve forgotten because you’re a noble but we 
don’t have the luxury to drown in our misery. If I want my family to eat I have to suck it up 
and keep going.” 


“All I need is for you to attest to-“Her voice was so very quiet. 
“Forget it. I have better things to do with my time than help a noble lady.” 


“Noble lady? I thought we were friends.” 


Bang! 


He slammed his fist against one of the wooden walls on his workshop, startling Penelope. 


“Just because we were both fucked by the same perverts doesn’t make us friends!” He yelled 
and Penelope paled. 


She fell silent to his words; he was so harsh. Nothing like the sweet guy he’d be when the 
guards were done with them and he’d help her and consoled her. He had hugged her and even 
apologized for the things he’d said about her. During the day, when other were around he’d 
ignore her, but when they were on that basement he’d do his best to protect her, as 


meaningless as that had proved to be. But he’d tried. And he’d been nice. Nobody was nice to 
her. 


The air slipped out of her lungs and she couldn’t force it to get back in. The words he’d said 
resonated in her head. Fucked. They had been fucked. She was no longer a virgin. She was... 
Oh God! Who would ever love her now? Who would ever accept her? If not even someone 
who went through the same wanted to see her as a friend, just what awaited her? She kept 
drawing short, hollow breaths in. The world around her slowly blurring and fading into 
darkness. The last thing she saw was his hand reaching to her, trying to catch her, and his 
worried face. She must’ve imagined it though, because when she came to she was already on 
her carriage, going back to the duchy. 


It somehow gets out that Penelope Eckhart had accused the prison of mistreating the 
prisoners. Newspapers want a scoop of it, even if it was probably made up by the mad dog. 
And it doesn’t take long for one company to contact the very noble who had advocated for 
every troubled young adult to be sent there; Winter Berdandi. 


They request an audience with him to ask about Penelope Eckhart’s accusations. 


“Are you saying she was lying?” 


“T’ve personally witnessed their establishments. I’ve seen how they treat the prisoners and I 
can assure everyone that no sort of atrocities like the ones miss Lady Penelope depicted are 
taking place.” 


“Why do you think she’d lie about it?” 


“T’m not sure why she would say those things but fear not, and trust me when I say that is the 
only and best way to reinsert troubled kids into society.” 


Those words were printed in hundreds — if not thousands — of copies. And then they were 
reprinted in different newspaper companies. That spread across the country and the Eckhart 
couldn’t be more ashamed. The only reason the printings had stopped was because he bribed 
those companies to stop. Every day in Penelope’s life had become hell. It used to be every 
time she left her room that she would hear someone — anyone — make fun of her for her lies. 
But now she didn’t even have to leave her room for that to happen. With each wound on her 
forearm came an insult, a sneer, a provocation. Each time she let it happen. What else was 
she supposed to do? She had been led to believe that that was the only natural outcome. For 
her to be mocked. 


And so she endured. She endured and endured and endured until she no longer could. And 
that was the first time her family went a little easier on her. When they found her on her 
bathtub drowning on a pool of her own blood with her wrists slit open. That had been the first 
time they momentarily forgot their hatred for her since she left for the prison. Albeit they 
mostly went back to their old ways once she was out of danger, you could hear their tones 
being softer when speaking to her. And seeing how unstable she’d become, they called a 
different kind of doctor to assist her. 


It had been the duke who found her. Her door had been locked, both the main one and the 
bathroom one, actually. An hour later and it would've been too late, she'd be dead and forever 
as cold as she was when they got to her. 


He had called for her and she wasn't complying, and so he decided to check what was taking 
her so long. What scared him though, had been the fact that he wondered whether to let her 
be or check in on her. Had he chosen the first... He really didn't want to think about that. 


The first lock hadn't brought much concern, it wasn't unusual for her to isolate herself in her 
room, but something inside of him started to sow the tiniest bit fear. The lock wasn't budging 
and it was getting harder and harder for some reason to keep his calm, until he was unable to 
conceal his concern. The servants caught on quickly on his master’s distress, mimicking his 
behavior. The locksmith was called and by the time he'd gotten there the guards had already 
busted their way in. The sight that welcomed them wasn't that of a noble's room, it was 
unkempt, barely maintained and the sheets were disheveled. The only thing missing was its 
owner. They quickly scanned the room and made their way to the bathroom door. Again. 
Locked. With more hurry in their actions this time they could get to her faster. The door came 
flying open as soon as the locksmith managed to dismantle the handle, and everyone was 
welcomed by the sight of the mad dog naked, bathing in a pool of her own blood, caused by 
the wounds she herself inflicted on her. 


That normally would be motive enough for ridicule, even amongst the staff that attended to 
her, but the duke had actually started treating her like a daughter. And they wouldn't dare. 
They wouldn't even look at her direction if it meant they’d avoid the duke’s anger. 


He had spent days pondering on how to save his daughter, even after death had safely 
stopped looming over her shadow. He couldn't stop thinking about it, just what had 
happened? Why would she do this? 


Maybe she had been lying but so what, thought the duke. If she had been so desperate for 
attention to get to this extent, then he should have given it to her. If she wanted him to talk to 
her and defend her then he should have done so sooner. It wasn't fair to her, to cast her aside 
like she wasn't part of his family as well, like she wasn't also his daughter. 


And how could it have gotten this bad? How could she try to end her life? And more 
importantly, why was she left alone in that bathroom. How did no one notice that her bathtub 
was filled to the brim with her blood. If he didn't know any better, he would have thought that 
there hadn't been water at all in the first place. 


She needed help and he clearly wasn't adequate enough, and so he looked for a doctor that 
could treat her, talk to her and understand her in ways he was unable to. He was willing to go 
to any extreme, even if he had to personally pin her down to prevent her from harming 
herself. 


“So tell me, Penelope. What was your stay like at the prison?” 


Never had she regretted something more than talking about her experience there. She 
should’ve kept her damn mouth quiet. She should’ve let them hate her forever and move on, 
like everyone else. 


“T already told that story.” Her voice sounded tired. 


“Yes, and it is to my knowledge that you’ve changed the story every time as well.” 


She shrugged, refusing to answer. 


“T can’t help but notice that in all of those stories you’ve seemed uncertain of your own 
anecdotes.” He paused, letting her take in his analysis. “Could it be perhaps that you’ ve 
dreamt all of it?” 


This person as well, she thought. 


Over the course of a month of Penelope attending this doctor that just talked to her and tried 
to interpret her dreams, she eventually started seeing contradicting memories in said dreams. 
She was back at the basement, however instead of being pinned down and forced, she was 
just sweeping the floors, tidying the place as a guard monitored her and her peers. 


Once she woke up she distinctively remembers the sense of shame she felt while being forced 
to clean, something she had never done in her life. All it took was a few amount of people 
telling her she had made it all up to start to actually believing it herself. It was a long and 
slow process, almost imperceptible. Her hellish and inhumane nightmares started to morph 
into light and reasonable punishments, she was asked to wash the kitchen whenever she 
disrespected the guards, she was sent to clean the chimney, pick up trash from the 
playgrounds, and just like that Penelope Eckhart was no longer sure of what was real and 
what had been made up. All those dreadful memories she was sure she’d never be able to 
forget had now became blurry and distant. She wasn’t sure of anything. 


Just what was real and what had her mind made up? Could it really be that she had felt so 
humiliated to be asked to pick up a broom that her mind changed the scenario? 


“This is already our third month of therapy. Are you finally ready to talk about what 
happened?” 


“T-it ... um... might be- no — I think... I made it up.” She spoke shyly, she was embarrassed. 
“Interesting. Why do you say that?” 


“Tt’s like you said. I don’t remember it clearly. And no matter how hard I try to bring back the 
images of those stories all I can recall is myself talking about them. Almost like they never 
happened.” 


“Yes. That tends to happen. Sometimes we wish something so bad that we convince ourselves 
that it actually happened.” 


“But I!’ she interjected quickly, she wanted to defend herself. “I didn’t want to harm anyone. 
I really thought- “ 


“And I understand. I can assure you your family does as well, that’s why they sent you here 
with me. They want you to accept that it was your own actions that put you in that position 
and that you are not the victim here.” Although harsh, his words were calm and reasonable. 


Penelope appreciated the doctor’s patience. It takes a few more sessions but she’s finally able 
to go to the court room and drop the charges. The only reason she didn’t face a penalty for 
lying in court was because of who her family is. Otherwise she might’ve been sent to that 
reformatory again. 


The duke had found this doctor months prior to Penelope’s suicide attempt, but he had 
dismissed it as a last resort seeing as psychology wasn’t well received amongst nobles. He 
had hoped — at the time — that it would never get to that, but after seeing her improve over the 
last three months he wished he had contacted him sooner. 


He had expected the doctor to help her cope with the consequences of her lies but it 
eventually resulted in a diagnosis he hadn't been expecting. Apparently she wasn’t conscious 
of what she was doing, she truly believed the things she was saying. The doctor explained 
that under stress and precarious conditions the mind could play tricks on us and make dreams 
get mixed with reality. Even Penelope seemed to be coming to terms with everything that 
happened. Her face nowadays -although no longer showed the brightness and cheerfulness 
she once carried herself with- shone brighter compared to when she first came back. And she 
was eating, he finally noticed. Curious how him being her father hadn't been aware until her 
bones weren't as prominent as before. One day he just noticed that his daughter no longer 
looked like skin and bones anymore and she had a healthy glow on her skin. Getting her to 
leave her room had definitely been a challenge still in progress but she was getting there, she 
was getting out of danger and back to the way she used to be before her violent ways started. 


He really thought he was doing her a favor, he really thought he knew better, that she was 
wrong and confused. So why is it that when she finally started to improve and move on that 
wretched article had to be published? Another accusation against the prison arose and people 
started talking. Soon it wasn't just one or two; a dozen anonymous allegations were filed and 
a case re-opened. The officers that once interviewed Penelope came back requesting an 
audience with her, but he quickly turned them down without telling her about it. Because if it 
was true, if everything she had told them happened then she was better off sealing those 
memories into a deep corner of her mind. 


And for a few weeks it worked, she was enclosed on a bubble of ignorance, not a single news 
about the scandals that were erupting made their way to her ears. 


Until... 


These past few months the prison had received new inmates, and a surprising amount were 
from noble houses. Word of the work this place had done on the mad dog of the Eckhart had 
spread. Not only had she stopped with her infamous tantrums and fits of rage, she even 
publicly apologized for tarnishing the establishment’s reputation. Every noble family now 
viewed this place as the best resort to straighten their disobedient children. Not only did they 
have Penelope as a top notch example of how they’d come back behaving, but Winter 
Berdandi himself backed up this place as a safe resort. 


Luckily not everyone served the same amount of time and some families hadn’t been as 
negligent as Penelope’s, so they visited their children and noticed their bony cheeks and 
desolate eyes. Some parents quickly took them out of that place that same very day they went 
for just a visit. Others proved to be a little more hesitant but eventually ended up carving and 
terminating the probation time they’d agreed upon with the court. 


It didn’t take long for some of them to come forward and suing the prison that had tortured 
them. It started with just the noble kids, but quickly the peasants also complained. Slowly but 
surely the victims let themselves known to the public and news got to every corner of the 
empire. 


The investigations that had closed with Penelope’s allegations started anew. The chief 
detective prohibited the two who had interviewed Penelope Eckhart to actively participate in 
the case, and just made them give up every detail and annotation they had made at the 
beginning. 


Penelope’s only connection to the outside world were the newspapers her maid brought along 
with her breakfast. It was an ordinary morning, she was eating alone in her room and her 
maid had decided to wake her up late and by extension bring her meal rather late. It was clear 
that Emily had already eaten and read what were the news of town, that could explain the 
malice in her eyes when she handed Penelope today’s diary. 


She watched closely as Penelope slowly jumped from column to column finally landing on 
the uproar being made about the abuse of power in the reformatory she had been sent to. Her 
expression gave her in, it was written all over her face. Why? Why now? She had finally 
accepted that it was all made up. She had already ruined her non-existent reputation, so why 
now? It was like a cruel joke, but after the damage they had all inflicted on her, she couldn’t 
bring herself to challenge what now constituted her reality once again. She had already come 
to terms with none of that being real, she wasn’t planning on changing that. 


She put the newspaper down and kept eating that miserable meal until someone she had 
barley seen lately showed up at her door. 


“Hey. What’s this?” Asked Reynold angrily signaling the newspaper on his hand. 


The maid seemed a little startled, if the second young lord noticed the lady’s insipid meal she 
could get fired. 


“T did not take part in it if that’s what you mean.” She replied calmly. 


“No! I mean — tch — the things people are saying about that prison... well they sound a lot 
like what you described.” He was paler than usual, and lightly sweating. 


She paused, her heart skipped a beat. “It’s just a coincidence. Everything I said was made 
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up. 


“Are you stupid? Why would you be so adamant saying it was true when no one backed you 
up, but now that others come forward you deny it?” He kept probing, with a worried look on 
his face. He just wanted to confirm it wasn’t true so his consciousness could be at ease. 


“Reynold, at that time I didn’t do it out of ill intentions. I truly believed that’s what had 
occurred. I now know that isn’t the case. That’s why I dropped the charges.” 


“So you’re saying that these people are lying?” He asked, almost desperate to know. 
“How should I know what they experienced? I wasn’t there.” Her tone was leveled. 


“But based on what you saw there. Do you think they are capable of the things people are 
accusing them of?” 


“Reynold, I have no idea. And it’s also none of my business.” If she was lying, Reynold 
couldn’t tell. She sounded sincere, so he let it go. 


He was about to turn around when something called his attention. Contrary to the maid’s fear, 
what he first noticed wasn’t the improper meal, but the red string of blood flowing from 


Penelope’s sleeve. Apparently leaving her lady to attend to her own injuries lead to a sloppy 
job, making the bandages loose enough for blood to slip right through. 


“What’s wrong with your arms?” 


The way the maid flinched did not go unnoticed. Penelope led her gaze to where her brother 
was staring and became uninterested when she saw what he was talking about. 


“Oh. That. It’s nothing, don’t worry about it.”” She answered in a monotone voice. 
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“What do you mean- ? You’re bleeding, idiot. Hey you 
maid. “Call a doctor.” 


He directed his gaze towards the 


“Y-yes! I'll do that, second young master.” And so she left. 


“Tet me see.” He walked towards her seat. 


Seeing as she wasn’t moving much on her own, he decided to grab her wrist himself and see 
what was causing it. He was left speechless when he saw her arm. It was gross, for a lack of 
better words. Her forearm was hidden behind the various needle marks that bruised her skin. 
It looked like someone had actually tried to kill her by the amount of force used in those 
pierces. If it weren’t for the food on the table, he would have assumed she did it to herself. 
But it was evident someone was trying to mess with her. 


“Was it that maid?” His voice was quiet and deep. 

“T don’t know.” She answered without care. 

“What do you mean?! How can you not know? How long has this been happening?” 
“Well, those marks usually appear on my arms when I wake up so I can’t say for sure.” 


“But she’s the only one attending to you. Besides she gave you this plain meal. How can you 
defend her?” 


“I’m not defending her. Yeah, she gave me this meal and I’ve seen her poke my arms a few 
times but-“ 


“What? What’s wrong with you?” Indignation rapidly turning into anger. “Do you have no 
pride?!” He felt insulted, they were insulting them all and she didn’t care. “How can you just 


let her poke your arms with a needle?” His tone and expression looked like a textbook older 
brother. 


“Well, no one would’ve believed me anyway.” She said with a half-smile, like this was funny 
to her. 


He was quiet for a little while and then asked. “Is this because we didn’t believe you about 
the prison?” He waited, suddenly scared. He had completely forgotten his hatred towards her 
for what she had done to Yvonne. He came into her room today willing to let it go and go 
back to their usual relationship, but what he had read on the newspaper today and the rumors 
that had been going around for longer had been stuck in his mind. What if everything she had 
told them was true and they just turned their backs on her and convinced her she was 
mistaken? He had to confirm it. 


She sighed, annoyed this time. “Reynold, I already told you. Everything I said at the time was 
a lie. This and that have nothing to do with each other.” 


“Then why did you lie back then?” He sounded uncertain, like he wasn’t convinced. 
“T was just confused.” 

“T’1l make sure that maid gets fired.” He assured her. 

“What difference would that make? Then another will do the same.” 

“You don’t know that!” He tried to argue. 


“But I do. Everyone treats me the same here. Why do you think I didn’t go to the doctor for 
the bandages?” 


He was quiet for a second again. He was doing that a lot today. 


“You're just exaggerating. No one would dare to disrespect our family like that, especially an 
employee.” 


“You see? This is why I didn’t say anything before.” And to that, he couldn’t say anything. 


Reynold left shortly after. The doctor examined Penelope’s body and grimaced at the sight of 
her state, clearly kissing his career goodbye. It wouldn’t have been so much of a problem if it 
had been the young lady Penelope to call the doctor, but it had been the young master. There 
was no way this was getting swept under the rug. The lady didn’t say anything when he held 
her injured arm, she didn’t flinch, or hissed, or complain in any way or form. Almost like... 
Oh God... almost like she had been through worse. Being fired was already a given, but he 
had been one of the reasons why Penelope’s case didn’t hold in court, he had deemed her 
condition nearly perfect, so if her allegations proved to be true, he’d lose his head. 


He wrote his report and left after applying medicine on her arms. She spent the rest of the 
afternoon on her bed, falling asleep every time she woke up. This went on until the butler 
rushed in, summoning her to the duke’s office. The walk there had been just like she’d 
remembered, the butler in front of her, the servants glaring and whispering as she walked and 
the awkward silence filling the air until Fennel knocked on the duke’s door. 


After he granted them permission to come in, she did. She was standing in front of him while 
he finished up some reports to sign and read. She stood there for what it felt like an eternity 
until he finally acknowledged her and told her to take a seat, following her shortly after. 


“What did you want to talk about, your grace?” Again that bored tone, like she wanted to be 
anywhere else but here. 


He sighed. “Penelope, lately there has been quite a lot of reports about that... place.” 


She listened attentively but deep down couldn’t believe he was doing this to her. Now? After 
all she had pleaded with him to believe her? And he would rather listen to kids he’s never met 
before her? 


“Some statements align with what you’ve told.” 


“Your grace.” She paused. “I just confused reality with some dreams I had. Nothing of what I 
told back then was real.” 


He looked thrown aback. Like he didn’t know where to start the conversations, what 
questions he could make. 


“T get it, Penelope. I just hope you know that my reaction back then was because I truly 
believed you were trying to get back at me. If what you said was true, tell me now and Ill 
make sure to punish them for everything.” 


At first she didn’t answer, her face blank and void of emotion, until she started laughing. At 
first it was just some chuckles she couldn’t hold, but it quickly turned into hysterical laughter. 


“Sorry” she managed to get out in between breaths. She herself couldn’t understand just what 
was wrong with her, she just kept laughing. 


“What is it?” He asked, annoyed this time. 


Once she was able to calm down she answered. “N-nothing, sorry. I don’t know why I 
laughed like that.” She said while forcing the corners of her lips down and wiping her tears 
away. 


“I’m serious, Penelope. I want to protect you.” 


She started laughing again. She hated this as much as the duke, and she was just as baffled by 
her reactions as he was. Of course what he was saying should make her happy, but it was 
beyond her control. It was like turning on a button. The duke would pretend to be worried 
about her and she would start chuckling until his expression turned to one of anger. 


“Ts this how you reacted every time your maid poked your arms?” 


And with that he wiped her smile off her face. 


“Who told you about that?” Her face indicated discomfort. 


“Your brother, of course. He came in just this morning.” He stopped, he wanted to see how 
she reacted to his words. He knew he had failed her terribly, but he didn’t know her at all. He 
didn’t know how to get her to open up again. 


“You should have told me. Of course I wouldn’t allow you to get hurt, here or anywhere 
else.” 


Penelope would have answered but she was struck by one of those images she sometimes 
saw on her dreams. She tried to convince herself that it was just made up, that that didn’t 
actually happen. But the feeling was too real. The feel of someone’s hand on her, covering 
her mouth so she couldn’t scream in pain. The fear that made her limbs feel like lead pulling 
her down, the numbing sensation that came after being so helpless. In just a split second 
every emotion and thought attached to that one memory came crushing down on her. It was 
too real, but at the same time it didn’t make any sense that she was only able to remember 
one thing out of the supposed millions of atrocities done to her. Why couldn’t she remember? 
Because it was fake, that had to be it. 


Unfortunately, she hadn’t been able to hide it as well as she thought, because now her father 
had gotten closer to her at one point, probably trying to check in on her, reaching for her. Her 
father was reaching for her. His hands were close to her face, about to touch her. A man’s... a 
man’s hand was close to her face. Just like that time. Just like- 


“No!” She yelled as she jerked her father’s hand out of the way. 


Her face was drenched in sweat. She was barely breathing, more air leaving her lungs than 
the amount coming in. Her vision started to black out and the sound around her had been 
muffled, like she was underwater. 


She could vaguely see a man on top of her, she didn’t understand what was going on. Was 
she still at the prison? Where was she? How was she now facing the ceiling? She wasn’t safe. 
Something inside her told her to get up and run, but her body refused to obey. Her limbs were 
made of lead once again. 


She woke up on her bed, with her father seating next to her on a chair. 


“How are you feeling?” He sounded worried. 


“T- what happened?” She felt like throwing up. 


“Penelope, tell me the truth. I'll believe you this time. E-everything you said was true, wasn’t 
it?” 


She didn’t know what to answer. Had she been forced to sweep off the dust or made to lay in 
it while she got beat down? Both memories were now hazy, almost certain one wasn’t real, 
but couldn’t exactly tell which one. Just what was it? What did they do to her? Did she even 
want to know? 


“Penelope?” 


She couldn’t talk to him. She didn’t have the strength in her, so for the first time, she ignored 
him. She turned around, her back facing her father while she lay on her bed. The message got 
across, he stood up and left, the both of them believing this behavior wouldn’t hold. That 
she’d talk to him again soon, neither of them thought it’d take months for her to muster up a 
word in his presence. 


Her new maid didn’t bring up the fact that the lady hadn’t been eating to the duke or the 
young masters because she thought it was just a passing craze. But as days went by and her 
plates remained untouched, she started worrying. If her lady died under her watch it’d be her 
head the one to roll. So she went for help, she notified the young masters about her condition 
and they called their father. 


The three of them went there as fast as they could. They now viewed Penelope as if she was 
made of crystal, fragile and about to break at any point, they didn’t have it in them to keep 
punishing her for what she did to Yvonne. When they burst in their heart’s skipped a beat 
seeing as she lay unmoving on her bed. Their minds immediately went to that time she had 
tried to end it all, and ran to her bed. She had noticed them, both when they came in uninvited 
and when they made a ruckus for her just sleeping. She found them annoying, there wasn’t 
any strength left in her to even care enough to answer. She hated staying on that bed but it 
was the only way to avoid facing reality. While it successfully ensured that she wouldn’t 
meet anyone, it also triggered some “memories” for some reason. 


She started seeing things, she hated to say it but they really felt like memories. Such horrible 
nightmares couldn’t really have been her reality for all those months, at least that’s what she 
desperately hoped for. 


Penelope had told them the truth about the necklace and they hadn’t believed her, she had 
told them the truth about the tea parties and still they hadn’t taken her side, she told them 
about the atrocities done to her and once again the hadn’t believed her words. So she figured 
if these horrible dreams she was forced to endure were in fact a figment of her imagination, 
the least she could do was make them bear some guilt. Even if all the other accusations were 
true but hers, it actually looked like this time they wouldn’t doubt her again. So, she’d tell 
them about those “memories”, maybe that way they’d leave her alone. 


The three of them were still there, asking her what was wrong, and for a little while she 
stayed silent, but not for long. Penelope slowly opened her mouth, making them all instantly 
shut up, their eyes lit with hope, and started telling a tale with that monotone voice she had 
been using a lot lately, her back turned to them. 


“They had called for everyone to attend the dining room well past mid-day.” She started. ““We 
all knew what that meant. A public demonstration. Somebody had messed with one of the 
guards, probably stolen some food, after all it was the only risk worth taking. 


They ordered us to take our seats, they wanted to give an announcement. We never knew how 
they would set the example, the punishments varied. That time, until the culprit who had 
stolen some of the guard’s food came forward we would only eat a meal a day and the 
portions had been reduced in half making well over the majority to have little to no food once 
we reached the front of the line in the cafeteria. That lasted just a few days though, we were 
all so hungry. “Her voice broke a little. “Fights broke out and somebody finally admitted to 
it... it was probably a lie, just so the punishment would end. He was dragged out of dining 
room in front of everyone, when we saw him again he was a mess, covered in blood and his 
skin so swollen and bruised you could barely tell who he was.” She paused a little, giving 
time to herself for what she was about to reveal. “We knew that. We knew that could happen 
if you stole from the guards, but we couldn’t help it. We had to do labor there and without 
proper food, the proper food they were stuffing their mouths with.” Venom sipping from her 
tone. “I knew what could happen but I still sneaked into one of their rooms when I knew they 
wouldn’t be there. I sneaked and just grabbed two chocolates he used to keep in a bag inside 
a drawer. I got away with it. When I put the candy in my mouth I thought I was going to cry 
right then and there. That whole day I thought I had gotten away with it, but the next morning 
that same guard I had stolen from told me to go to his room. I thought my knees were going 
to give in and I would fall to the ground the whole way towards his room. And when I got 
there, he sat on his bed and patted the spot next to him, signaling me to sit. I couldn’t disobey 
him, so I did. 


He didn’t say anything at first. He just reached towards his drawer and pulled the bag of 
chocolates. He grabbed one, unwrapped it and ate it. After the first one he offered me one and 
I refused. He insisted. So I grabbed one and ate it. Once I did he offered another one. And 


another one after that, and another and another, until the bag was empty and I was on the 
verge of vomiting. I was called there once again the next morning. He had bought another 
bag of chocolates. Just the smell of them made my stomach revolt. I don’t even remember 
how long that lasted, but it was for long enough for me to can’t stand the idea of eating 
chocolate ever again.” 


She fell silent after that, wanted to let them take in what she had said. A part of her — a big 
part of her — truly thought they wouldn’t believe her. The other part was scared of what they 
would think of her, somehow still wishing for the approval of the likes of them. Her 
insecurities never really let her get to know them, always expecting the bare minimum and 
less, that’s why she couldn’t have imagined the relief that would wash over them the second 
that story in the guard’s room hadn’t gone the way they originally thought it would. 


They didn’t stay there for much longer. The brothers had been the first to leave, with their 
faces pale as ghosts and their stomachs twisted in revulsion. Everything she had originally 
told them... Oh God. The both of them felt like crying. 


The duke had stayed a little longer. He had to talk to her. 


“Penelope... Pll get you a different doctor this time. You’ ll be okay, alright? Everything you 
want, you can have it. Just say the word.” 


“.. Why?” 
“Uh... why what?” 


“T mean- don’t you hate me still?... For what I did to your daughter.” 


She hated them, especially her so called father, but it was true that an outsider had tried to kill 
the only daughter of duke. It was already odd enough that she was alive. 


“Penelope, forget about that. Yvonne’s okay and she doesn’t hold a grudge against you. No 
one does. Please.” He sounded desperate, a sight seen often these days. “Let me get you 
help.” 


She didn’t answer and as usual, he decided for her. 


"Everything's fine!" She cried out. Something unusual lately. "Why can't you believe a thing I 
say?" 


"Have y-" he stumbled on his words figuring out the best way to approach his daughter. 
"Have you been taking your pills?" 


She snorted and looked away, disbelieving. 


"Yeah. I have. Anything else?" 


Her eyes reflected the tiredness she carried. Her tone filled with the venom and hatred 
festered inside of her. 


"Penelope darling, those pills are meant to help you" 


"I said I'm fine!" She has never yelled at the duke, only cried out and thrown tantrums when 
she wasn't heard, but she's never been angry at him. 


As natural as it came to her, it took the duke all by surprise. He didn't know how to react, he 
deserved every gut wrenching insult Penelope could throw at him, every kick and punch was 
his responsibility alone to take in, but still he didn't know how to take away her pains and 
make them his. 


"I only ever wanted to help you" his voice was quiet, nothing like a duke's voice should 
sound. 


"Don't worry, your grace." Indifference in her voice, almost like she was reading a script. 
"Like I've told you, nothing bad happened to me. The story about the chocolates was a lie. I 
just wanted attention". 


"... | get that you no longer trust me." He finally said after being at a loss for words. "But I 
promise you, no matter what, I'll believe you. I'll never make that mistake again, so please, 
tell me, why aren't you taking your pills?" 


He gave her room to express herself, but she remained quiet. He figured he'd keep trying, 
seeing as she was no longer yelling. 


"Do they make you sick? Or has anyone said anything demeaning about taking medication?" 
Not long ago that never would've crossed his mind, but he has decided to pay closer attention 
to his severely neglected daughter. And he’s stopped assuming the best of others when it 
came to her. 


"T'll punish them" he jumped in. "If someone said anything, I'll punish them! So tell me. 
Please, Penelope! Tell me" his last plea only a pathetic and pitiful whisper. 


She just stared at the mess her father was, the fool he was making of himself with an angry 
and yet aloof look. 


"Those pills make me feel NOTHING" a sob almost broke out from her. "The pills I take to 
not be sad make me feel numb." Her lip quivered. 


"I'll pick sad and miserable over empty any day. Any day" those last words barely made It 
out, chocked and soft, but she made sure they were said. Some tears were being shed, she 
couldn't help it, she barely cried lately, it was bound to catch up to her. 


Her father, on the other hand, didn't give a damn anymore about his position as a duke, his 
little girl was suffering and would probably stay like this until her last breath. It was gut 
wrenching imagining living a life like that. He wanted to save and shield her from all her 
SOITOWS. 


He knew he had to do better. He knew that she needed patience and love, but it was getting to 
him. The tiredness and her constant refusal to eat was too much for a father his age, he could 
no longer sit by and watch his daughter destroy herself that way. 


He knew it was wrong but she was going to die. At this rate she’d be the first noble lady to 
die of hunger. So one day he entered her room without permission, followed by guards and 
some maids pushing a tray of food. She was startled by this. Normally she doesn’t mind, but 
the sound of several footsteps brought back memories. She looked into her father’s eyes with 
terror filling her own. She was scared of him, of the power he held. He could send her right 
back to that place whenever he wanted. 


Her eyes darted from the duke to the food cart. Noting the unusual amount of guards and 
maids she expected what was to come. He gave her a choice; she could either eat or she’d be 
forced to. She wasn’t moving; too scared to even breathe. And that was all he needed to give 
the order. Soon the guards were pulling her by her arms from the bed, forcing her to sit down 
at the corner of it. They also forced her mouth open and that was the maid’s cue. They cut the 
food in small enough pieces for her not to choke and fed her. 


Muffled whines came out of her and they let her go, assuming she was signaling for them to 
let her swallow it in peace. But the second their hands were off of her she spit the food given 
to her. The duke sighed, looked at the maids and nodded at them. They understood what he 
meant and pulled a funnel from under the cart. They were going to feed her with that, they 
were going to force the food in a liquid-like state down her throat. It hit her like lightning the 
realization of why she started trembling. A memory came back. This wasn’t the first time 
someone was trying to force food like this on her. The had done it as well back there. The 
present and the memories started mixing, interlining with each other, making her think she 
was once again in that hell. 


The maids approached her and the guards pinned her down. Her heart was beating like crazy 
in her chest, she thought it would even break free. They held her jaw and she somehow 
managed to get something out; she wasn’t sure what, she just knew she talked. 


“Please...” A miserable quiet whisper. “D-don’t... I-I’m sorry.” Her eyes water and her skin 
pales. 


He couldn’t take it. He stopped them. He made them leave and he stayed consoling his 
weeping daughter. 


“You need to eat.” His tone was soft. 


She shook her head. 


“You'll die, Penelope.” 


She shrugged while still sobbing. 


“Please, I’m trying not to lose my daughter.” 


She stayed silent, not even glancing at the food still warm on the plate. 


He grew angrier with each passing second. He wouldn’t be here for her forever. She would 
die sooner than him at this rate. And so he saw red. 


“Penelope!” He startled her, first time raising his voice at her in almost over a year. “What do 
you gain from refusing to eat? What will you accomplish by starving yourself? You know 
what will happen if you keep this up? You’ll be in a casket in a matter of days if you don’t 
come to your senses! Is that what you want? You will be buried and everyone will keep on 
with their lives. You will rot, and that will be it. Nothing will be left of you.” 


She broke down crying. She hated that that scared her. He was right. Who would cry for her? 
Maybe her family would for a while, but other than them no one will miss her. She would 
have died without ever leaving a thing in this world, and the men who made her like this 
would move on and live happily forever. 


With a shaking hand she grabbed a fork and forced the food to stay down once she swallowed 
it. Her father let a sigh he didn’t know he had been holding. 


Once she calmed down the duke’s limbs were no longer tense and suddenly he felt the intense 
urge to rest his body. He ended up seating at the edge of the bed. Penelope had eaten half the 
plate and was now sitting up straight with her gaze focused on the intricate design of the 


linens. Her eyes reflected immense sorrow and he instinctively reached a hand to ease her, he 
wasn’t thinking when he did that because the result was obvious. She got scared and jerked 
his hand away. Her face showed the remnants of what she had gone through, and he knew her 
biggest pain was her family turning on her. He filled himself with courage and asked. He 
asked her to tell him everything. 


She was weak to that. Because that’s all she had ever craved for; the love and attention her 
siblings always got handed to them. Every time he asked, she told him a story of her time 
there. The only time where regret filled her heart was when she saw the faces her father 
made, clearly disgusted with what he heard. 


Many days go by with her being unable to even lift a finger from how tired she was. It was 
beyond her control just as much as it was when the energy decided to come back to her. One 
day, out of nowhere, she was feeling strong enough to pull herself up from under the sheets 
and even prepare a bath. After that, despite her limbs having lost most of its strength due to 
lack of use, she felt it becoming easier and easier to move around. She was actually happy; 
she couldn’t believe she was walking again without feeling like the air had been struck out 
from her lungs. 


She even dressed herself, put make up on and headed to the door to maybe even leave the 
mansion. She felt like jumping from the sheer happiness she felt. She was so proud of herself. 
Until she opened the door and somebody was already awaiting her there. Yvonne had decided 
to pay her a visit since she hadn’t seen her for a while now. The door hadn’t stayed open for 
more than a second because Penelope got scared and closed it right on her face. And that’s 
when the panic set in. Oh. What had she done? They were going to scold her. They were 
going to be mad at her again for tormenting their precious Yvonne. They were going to send 
her there again. 


All that energy that had already felt like a gift from above, vanished. She didn’t even bother 
to take off the make up or undress for that matter. She just slumped back on her bed, and 
stayed there for days, only eating enough to stay alive. 


It had become common for the duke to take time off from his busy schedule to check up on 
Penelope, and trying to convince her with various methods to cheer up. The most recent one 
had been granting her permission to go back to the attic, only to realize that was also futile. 
He then offers to watch the festival together be not even that is good enough to make her turn 
and face him. He cries, he does that often. He begs her to talk to him and before he knows it 


his hand is already reaching to touch her head. He stops mid-way knowing that has upset her 
in the past, but seeing her so close and yet so far away from his reach made his chest tight 
with worry. And so he tries again, and reaches. This time though, she let him be. Seeing how 
he was granted permission he kept caressing her head. 


She’s not facing him and she’s also not talking but he knows... she’s awake. They stay like 
that for a short while, letting the silence fill the room, and when the duke decides it’s time to 
let her rest, she talks. She told him about another of those horrid memories. The punishments 
she endured. 


“It was always the guards. The always had an excuse in hand to justify violating our privacy. 
Once a month, uh, twice if they really liked you, they run examinations on us. They would 
make us lay on our backs in an inclined table and make up spread our legs. They said they 
were making sure we weren’t sleeping with each other, but the guards would always be 
looking while the doctor examined. They smirked as well, they especially liked it when you 
reacted. When you were visibly ashamed or upset, that tend to egg them on. The doctors were 
no better; pervert as well. They’d poke and touch way too much.” 


She didn’t move after that confession. It gave the impression she hadn’t even said anything, 
like it was just the duke’s imagination. 


He left without uttering a word. The second he got to his room he threw up everything in his 
stomach. They would pay for what they did, he would make them pay if that was the last 
thing he did. 


It took time for him to accept that he hadn’t been the sole reason she was forced to attend that 
prison, someone he trusted had influenced him, telling him it was the best course of action to 
protect Yvonne from the likes of someone as wild as Penelope. The duke wasn’t denying his 
fair share of guilt, in fact, he had the last word, he could have avoided this incident altogether. 
But that didn’t take away from the fact that Marquis Winter Berdandi had vouched for them. 
He had been responsible for sending so many kids to that place and he had barely shown his 
face on social events after a particularly nasty event. An angry mother had thrown a glass at 
him, not just pouring all the liquid, drenching his clothes, but the whole glass. Some shards 
had cut his face and he just stood there, taking it all, like he also agreed that he deserved it. 
He felt horrible, he now knows he should have done more research or at least heed lady 
Penelope’s words when she begged everyone to listen to her. He was trash. He had 
condemned dozens of young children to live with what had been done to them for the rest of 
their lives. 


It looked like he was isolating himself due to the shame and guilt but he just didn’t want to 
bring back bad memories to the families and the victims. He thought his presence would be 
seen as unpleasant, so he stayed out of those events as much as he could. Behind the shadows 
he helped lead the operation to take them down, collecting as much evidence and testaments 
as he could. Most of the statements had been so detailed that had left Winter with nightmares. 
He hadn’t been allowed near lady Penelope or the duke’s mansion for that matter, but he had 
heard enough to imagine what she went through. Unfortunately, it wasn’t necessary to 
interview Penelope to get to know at least some extent of what she faced because apparently 
rumors of her were wild spread in that prison. She had been the first noble lady to be sent 
there and had stayed there for longer that the other noble kids. The guards were always 
comparing them to her, from what the victims stated. They would laugh at them when they 
cried and then they’d force some of the punishments that were once inflicted on Penelope on 
them. 


Every noble received the same treatment, so everyone knew to some extent what they had 
done to her. Winter thought he was losing his mind. Not only was he to blame for what she 
experienced, but for ridiculing her with the press, calling her a liar when she gathered the 
courage to come forward. Truly he was a piece of trash who owed her a proper apology; not 
that it would do much good, but he still owed it. 


On one of the many occasions where he visited the mansion the duke finally decided to meet 
him at the entrance. A stern look on his face, giving away his thoughts on his sudden and 
very unwelcomed visit. Winter begged but the duke stood his ground, he wasn’t planning on 
letting him nowhere near any of his two daughters. He was well aware of his feelings towards 
the two of them; on the one hand, he looked to be love struck by Yvonne, resulting in going 
to extreme methods to protect her. And on the other, he seemed to be conflicted about 
Penelope. Of course now he was ashamed and regretful, but before all of this he appeared to 
hate her, maybe out of fear of what she could do to Yvonne, but still, it was evident he didn’t 
like her before. 


“You’ve done enough. Leave Penelope alone.” 


“Your grace, I understand she must hate me and she’s in all her right to feel that way. But let 
me apologize, she deserves that much.” 


‘“‘What she deserves is to forget!” He raised his tone, scaring Winter. The duke sighed, 
composing himself. “You keep insisting on seeing her, but please ask yourself, Marquis; who 
are you doing this for? If this is just an attempt at calming your own guilty conscious, then 
you better leave now.” 


The Marquis ended up leaving. It wasn’t exactly right what the duke was saying but it was 
true that his presence would only disrupt the lady’s healing process. Making sure those 
people spent the rest of their lives in jail was all he could do for now; he would think how to 
fix this later. He wishes that were enough but then his mind goes back to those times in 
parties were he was praised for having helped in taming the rabid dog of Eckhart; he 
remembers the sense of pride that overcame him at the time. If only he had known sooner 
that what he did was destroy her, maybe he wouldn’t be hunted by nightmares every single 
night. 


There hadn’t been much changes around the house, only those concerning Penelope. The 
servants were harshly reprimanded if they messed with her and the food was checked and 
tasted before she took a bite every time. Concerning Yvonne, she had been moved to the first 
floor, so the chances of them crossing each other were reduced. Some servants had criticized 
this decision, saying it was unfair to the real lady and the same very day those words left their 
mouths they had been fired without a severance pay. It wasn’t supposed to be a punishment 
on Yvonne, but seeing her clearly caused Penelope to relapse so she had to be kept away from 
her. 


Mentions about the prison or accusations had been strictly forbidden. No one was to brought 
that up for the slim chance that she would once again forget about it. But with such a big 
mansion and other pressing matters to attend to it was no surprise that a slip up happened. A 
letter addressed to Penelope showed up, she unsealed it and read it. The court was asking her 
to give her statement. Even after over a year since everyone came forward, they hadn’t been 
able to properly wrap up the case and sentence them; they needed the testaments of all those 
involved. She had to run to the bathroom to puke there, and as soon as she does it the strength 
leaves her body. She can barely move her arms and feet. The sole thought of other nobles 
hearing what had happened to her from her own mouth made her head go into a spiral. She 
hated that idea and would rather die than giving them the satisfaction of knowing she’s 
what’s considered a fallen woman. She had to crawl to her bed and make up for the lost 
energy. 


There’s a knock on the door, she decides to ignore it and it’s not surprising when someone 
comes in anyway. Her father was paying her yet another visit. He came in and walked slowly, 
with his gaze fixed on the floor and slowly working their way up, up to Penelope. He saw her 
trying to climb to the bed from the floor, something must’ve happened again. She had that 
lost look on her, like she wasn’t present. He could see a dry trace of tears on her face and her 
reddish cheeks, she must’ve been throwing up he thought. He rushed to her and helped her 
climb to the bed. He covered her with the sheets and again, without realizing it, he started 
stroking her hair. Seeing as she didn’t motion for him to stop, he continued. He knew she was 
awake and he wanted to relay her a message. He had finally decided to give up on gaining her 
forgiveness, she deserved to hate him for the rest of both of their lives. But he was afraid she 
didn’t feel like she could bear those feelings simply because this was his house. He told her 


to use him to her heart’s content, to use him for shelter and money and all the luxury she 
deserved. Never would she be abandoned again, not even after his death. He’d make sure to 
leave a separate amount of money only she could access and a residence for her, so she 
wouldn’t have to work or marry anyone if she didn’t feel like it. 


He fell silent after speaking his mind and Penelope rushed in, which was odd enough. She 
felt like if she didn’t get the courage to speak now, she never would. So she told him that a 
similar promise had been made in the past and he had broken it. It was hard for her to trust 
him again. She could no longer see him as someone trustworthy despite how much she 
wanted to. His word meant nothing. She said all this to him but she hadn’t meant for it to be 
hurtful, she just wanted to be heard. What she didn’t realize or at least at that moment, was 
that her family prides themselves a lot in the weight of their words, so what she told him cut 
deeper than any sword. 


“T can see that you mean what you’re saying, but every time you call me your daughter I 
remember all the things you said before locking me up on the underground cells. Even if you 
left this residence you speak of to me now, I still wouldn’t be able to call myself your 
daughter again.” 


He cried. In front of her, he was unable to control himself like he used to. 


Penelope spent months unchanging. The court had decided to keep on with the trial without 
her testament and some of the culprits were sentenced to life in prison and other received the 
death penalty. The date was nearing two years since everything happened and it worried 
everyone that there weren’t any changes. Deep down they had hoped for this to end sooner, 
even after hearing of some of the atrocities done to her and knowing it wouldn’t be strange 
for her to never get better. The duke didn’t know what to try now, so he went back to what he 
used to do when his daughter was upset. He brought in jewelers, dress makers, shoes, the 
most expensive designers he could find, he brought them all in. Penelope had finally reacted 
a little different to this. They didn’t know but it left a sour taste on her mouth, she herself 
didn’t understand why. She just felt uncomfortable, like this was somehow an insult... but an 
insult to who? 


And then she remembered, the words the pretty boy had said to her so long ago. “We dont 
have the luxury to drown in our misery. If I want my family to eat I have to suck it up and 
keep going.” So that’s what it was. She wasn’t the only one who experienced something like 
that, some even had it worse, but they moved on. If they wanted to survive they had to move 
on, and here she was being pampered and praised for squirming in her bed like a parasite for 
almost two years. She was so protected in her little bubble this only came dawning on her 


now. It was obvious actually, that everybody else would have to get out of bed and go to 
work the next day if they didn’t want to be condemned by society any further. 


She gets up that day. 


Later that afternoon, the duke pays a visit. The usual routine, he knocks, awaits and then 
enters. The first thing he noticed was the empty bed, the second thing was the open window. 
Dread filled his body, his mind started imagining what happened and suddenly his knees were 
weak. He thinks his daughter finally had enough and decided to end it all. He runs to the 
window but stops before looking down. He isn’t sure if he wants to look, but he owes her as 
much. If she had really jumped and the only thing that remained of his daughter was a cold 
and bloody corpse, then it was a responsibility he bore to see it and be hunt by that image 
until his last breath. His negligence provoked it so you could as well say he had killed her. He 
lacked the courage, so he approached it slowly and until he confirmed that she wasn’t there, 
he hadn’t been breathing. 


After confirming that he went to the bathroom and saw she wasn’t there either. He run and 
asked all the servants to start looking for her. He went to every possible place inside the 
mansion and was finally able to find her near the greenhouse. She was seating outside, on the 
ground, reading a book. 


He sighed and approached her. He tried to start small talk with her. Asked her what was 
different, asked her about the book, about her day, anything that would confirm she wasn’t a 
hallucination, that she was in fact going outside out of her own will and determination. She 
had stayed silent but ultimately sighed and apologized for cutting the conversation short 
because she was tired. He said he understood and invited her to drink tea at his office one day 
but she waved it off and asked him for time. 


She watched him leave, disappointment written over his face. It was clear he didn’t like 
taking things slowly and giving her space. But that was what she needed right now, and 
maybe forever. There wasn’t a simple way to solve this, she had gone through a horrible 
experience but she couldn’t stop. She stopped once and that had taken two years of her life. 
At the time she figured she deserved to be sad and embrace her sorrows, but it was hard 
getting out of that cycle of self-pity and fear. If she stopped now soon her life would come to 
an end without ever living it. She was going to move on, somehow. 


End Notes 


This was too much work hahah I'm never posting a one-shot this long EVER again. I'm tired 
from writting and editing this so please be nice on the comments. 


Also, please do leave comments! Thank you! Hope you guys enjoyed reading this. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


